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stillness; and the wild beings ceased their fierce action, and,
bending down before me in humility, proffered their homage
to their creator.

* Am I, then,' I exclaimed, looking around with an asto-
nished and vacant air, c Am I then, after all, a poet ? '

I sprang up, I paced up and down before the tree, but
not in thought. The perspiration ran down my forehead.
1 trembled, I panted, I was lost. I was not conscious of
my existence. My memory deserted me, the rudder of my
mind broke away.

My thought came back; I threw myself on the ground.
'Yes,' I exclaimed, ' beautiful beings, I will release you from
the prison-house of my brain ! I will give you to freedom
and to light! You shall exist not only for me, you shall
go forth to the world to delight and to conquer.1

And this was the first time in my life that the idea of
literary creation occurred to me; for I disliked poetry, of
which indeed I had read little, except plays ; and although
I took infinite delight in prose fiction, it was only because
the romance or the novel offered to me a life more congenial
to my feelings than the world in which I lived. But the
conviction of this day threw light upon my past existence.
My imaginary deeds of conquest, my heroic aspirations, my
long, dazzling dreams of fanciful adventure, were, perhaps,
rat sources of ideal action; that stream of eloquent and
hoice expression which seemed ever flowing in my ear,
was probably intended to be directed in a different channel
from human assemblies, and might melt or kindle the pas-
sions of mankind in silence. And the visions of beauty and
the vows of love; were they, too, to glitter and to glo^w
only in imagination ?